And let my love descend to spread

Through lowly roofs the gift of bread;

And know that I need range no more

With Love and Pride accounted for.

I see the mill, as day is done.

In sunset of a tardy sun

That fills the valley to the East

With all the overflowing West;

Until the valley brims to hold

An airy pond of dusty gold

That shows, as if far down in dream.

The hill, the mill, the little stream.

The light is golden down below,
But, on the keep, the afterglow
Is cold as steel, and sideways flung
Where ivy leaves the walls unhung.

I saw it first through air so wet

With dew that falling leaves fell straight;

For woods, for all their brazen towers,

Withstand not Autumn's golden showers:

So where I stood the road was rich

With bronze and gold that filled the ditch;

And boughs and leaves dropped so much rain,

I said, The wheel may turn again,

And belt itself with drops anew,

And yet not beat these woods for dew.
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